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Fixation 


Author's Notes: 
Lifelover is my favorite band. Kim is my favorite musician | think that says it all. 


Slippery. It could almost remind one of childhood. A game in kindergarten: a new, mystical substance with 
properties waiting to be discovered. Stick your hand in the bag, what do you feel? 
Stick your fingers in the wound, can you bear it? 


You didn't have to taste it to feel the copper on your tongue. 


He liked it most when it was dark like this. Wet and deathly, coating his skin like eternal perturbation painted his 
soul. One might say he romanticized this, and one would be right. But if this was to be the only romance he 
had in pitiful human corporeal existence, then so be it. 


Again, his fingertips begged him to pick the knife back up. Do it again. Do it again Kimmy. Again and again and 
again. Pain was no object anymore. Maybe in the beginning it had played a part, but eventually you grow numb 


to it. A decade of slicing every inch of your skin to bits, and the pain isn't why you do it. 


He did it to see. To fixate. He thought of nothing else when he was mutilating himself except the acts which he 
performed. Even when the acts were done, he could sit here as he did now, reveling and giving himself over to 
drips of human essence falling from his forearms. Even when this was inevitably over, for weeks the 


fascination of healing, the interruption, would hold his mind captive while simultaneously freeing it. 


Some people assumed he cut to get the creative process going, for lyrics and music. Anyone who had fallen 
seriously into self-flagellation as he had knew that was bullshit. He cut when it was over. The anticipation could 
be used for creative energy, creation could be a distraction until he bled himself. The same way a child would 


fidget until the recess bell rang. 
But once the blood flowed the last thing he felt was inspired. 


Kimmy, Kimmy. His brain taunted him. You need some more. There's so much life still pulsing within you, and 


you know how to see it. Just a flick of the wrist, the swallow of a pill, and it will leak before your eyes. 


Seduction of the self. The conversations he had with himself at times like this were almost sexual. He lusted 
after his own thoughts. They lured him, a siren in an ocean of humanity. They could lure him to transcendence, 


eventually. 
In a way, he was fucking himself. More ways than one. Mirthful smile touched his lips. 


A glance at the floor told him he'd bled more than he thought. Red streaks were swept and beading on the 
wood. The arm of the chair in which he sat was completely saturated. If he pressed down, the liquid came back 
out of the upholstery and pooled around the indentation He pressed his face to it. 


He pulled up, eyes catching scraps of paper on the coffee table. 


Mitt hjarta bankar genstridigt 


kvaljningar uppstar vid rörelse. 


(My heart barely beats 
| get nauseated by moving) 


